There is no crid, no ritnit,ff)eafure, bounds 
In that words death, no words can that woe found 

Where is my father and my mother yV«y/^? * 

Weeping and wailing ouerTi^rf/wcorre, 

Will you goe to them : I will bring you thither, 

lu. Wafh th^ his" wounds with tearcs; mine fliallbe fpent, 

When theirs arc drie, for T^jwew baniflimenr. 

Take vp ihofe cords, poore ropes you are beguild. 

Both you and I for is exild; 

He made you for a high-way to my bed, 

ButI a rhaidc, die maiden widdowed. 

Come cord, comtNurfe, lie to my wedding bed. 

And death not /icwM, take my maiden head. 

Hie to your chamber, He find /Jtfwca 
To comfort you, I wot well where he is: 

Harkc yc, your Romeo will be bearc at night. 

He to him, he is hid at Lamence Cell. ; ^ 

Ju. O find him,.giue this Ring to my true Knight, 

And bid him come, to take his lafi farewell. 

Exit, 

jE»fer Frier Romeo. ■ 

Eri. Romeo come forth, come forth thou fcarefull man, ; 

AffliiVion Is enamord of thy parrs; 

And thou art wedded to calamiiie. . , . 

Ro. Father what ne wes? What is the Princes doomc ? 

What forrow craues acquaintance at my hand, 

That lyctknov^ not? 

Efim Too familiar. 

Is my deare Sonne with fuch fowre companie ? 

1 brine thee tydings of the princes doome. 

ilo. What leffe then Doomefdayis the Princes doomc ? 

Trim A gentler iudgeroent vaniftit from bis lips, 

Not bodies death, but bodies baniftimcnt. 

Ro. Ha, banifbmcnt? be mercitull, fay death ; 

For exile hath more terror 

Much more then death, doe not fay bamfbnrent. 

Here from art thou bamlbcd; ^ 
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Be patient, for the world is broad and wide. 

Ro. There is no world without VeroHX walles. 
But purgatory, torturcjhcll it felfe.* 

Hence banilbed, is banifht from the world. 

And worlds exile is death. Then banifbed. 

Is death miflearm’d , calling death baniflied. 
Thou cutfl my head off with a golden Axe, 

And fmiiefl vpon the ftroke that murders me. 

Fri. O deadly finne, O rude vmhankcfulncfle. 
Thy fault our Law cals death,but the kind Prince 
Taking thy parr, hath rufht afidp the Law, 

And turn’d chat blacke word death to banifhment. 
This is deare mercie, and thou feefi it nor. 

Ro. Tis torture and not mercie, Heauen is here 
Where Juliet Hues and cuery Cat and Dogge, 

And little Moufe, cuery vn worthy thing 
Liue here in Heauen and may looke on her. 

But Romeo may not. More validitic. 

More honourable ftatc, mere courtfbip Hues 
In carrion flyes,then Romeo:\hey may feaze 
On the white wonder of deare luliets hand. 

And ftealc immortall blclfing from her lips. 

Who euen in pure and Vcftall modefty. 

Still blufh, as thinking their qwne kifles finne. 
This may flyes doc, when I from this muft flyc ; 
And fay rt thou yet, that exile is not death ? 

But Romeo may not, he is baniflicd, 

Flyes may doc this, but I from this muft five • 


O a 


~v.w .V 11, call 


No ludden meane of death, though c 
But banifhed to. kill me : Banifhcd ? 

O Fryer, the damned vfe that word in hell : 
Howhng^attcnds it, how haft thou the heart 

Be.ngaD.«ine,aghoftIyConfcfror, 

finne Obfolucr, and my Friend profeft. 

To mangle me with iha? word banifhed? 


